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9The newly fallen snow made a light compacting noise as my high heels 
sank deeper and deeper into the icy white fluff, numbing my feet so 
much that it hurt. It had been dark for hours by then, and the lights on 
the outside of the apartment building were casting an awkward yellow 
tint over everything. Much like going to that party, wearing open-toed 
shoes had not been my brightest idea. I tried my hardest to keep my 
composure as my heart pounded with each step closer to the car.
I swung the door open as fast as I could without looking desperate and 
slid butt-first into the seat in an attempt to keep my legs together like a 
lady. I quickly picked up my feet and in one smooth movement got into 
the car and shut the door. I shivered, but it wasn’t all because of the cold. 
It was a nervous shiver. A shiver that only happens when you have too 
much anxious energy built up and nothing to do with it. I locked the 
doors and rested my head against the seat. I suddenly felt very alone. I 
took a deep breath to relax my cold muscles and turned on the car. I had 
fogged up all of the windows.
“What the hell?” I whispered to myself. I must not have been as cold as 
I thought. Showing up faintly in the fog on the passenger side window 
was my full name. Elizabeth, it read in messy cursive letters. I didn’t 
know who had put it there. I thought back to the last person who sat 
in that seat, then quickly pushed him from my mind. I put my hands 
to my face and felt the heat still radiating off my cheeks and the blood 
pumping through my veins. I told myself it was from my quick pace 
walking down the stairs, but I knew it wasn’t. I had turned red long 
before I had left that party. I had zero intentions of getting out of the car 
again, so I sat in the quiet, listening to the motor run as my defroster 
went to work. The quiet was soothing compared to the scene I had 
escaped. At first it was the loud music, then the drunk yelling over the 
loud music, then there was just yelling—not to mention the internal 
noise of every person in the room looking at us. I was still in shock 
about what had happened, what we had caused.
Stephanie and I had been friends in college, but the girl who 
walked through that apartment door minutes ago was not the girl I 
remembered. This girl was loud and intoxicated. She hadn’t been drunk 
enough to slur her words, but she had had enough to say what was on 
her mind, and she had a lot on her mind.
“I can’t believe you!” her words rang out in my ears. “You of all people? 
You knew you had him wrapped around your finger and you just 
couldn’t stay away.”
I sat quietly mulling over every moment of every second of the last sixty 
seconds I had spent at that party. I should have known by her red, puffy 
face that she had been crying, and I should have just stayed away from 
her, but instead I asked her if she was okay. I really hadn’t cared if she 
was okay, but her boyfriend Luke was watching with a panicked look in 
his eyes that I mistook for concern. It really should have been my cue  
to leave. 
I sat shivering in the car shaking my head. Coming back here was so 
stupid, I thought.  I jumped at the noise of someone knocking on my 
passenger-side window and paused a moment before I slowly rolled it 
down, assuming it was Stephanie out to tell me off again, but it wasn’t. It 
was Luke. I gave him a half-smile.
“Your name is still on the window, I see,” he said with a smile that 
almost melted my heart. Almost.
Luke was my best friend in college. We were always the sort of friends 
that flirted with each other, but I never minded because he was 
attractive. Like, famous-person-attractive. He had the perfect jaw bone, 
handsome facial hair, and wonderfully full lips. His hair was the color 
of caramel. He kept it a little long and pushed back away from his face. 
Then there were his eyes. His beautiful, ocean-blue eyes. I felt like 
I could fall into them. It was weird. A few weeks before I graduated, 
Luke had come over to hang out like usual. We were watching a movie 
when suddenly he turned it off. Naturally, I gave him a funny look and 
laughed, wondering what he was doing, but he had an odd expression 
on his face. That’s when it happened. He told me he thought he was in 
love with me. I panicked and sputtered out that I was moving away and 
that long-distance things never worked and anything else I could come 
up with. He nodded and turned back toward the TV. We never spoke of 
it again and the only person that I had told was Stephanie.
“So it was you who wrote my name there,” I said pretending I  
hadn’t remembered.
“Yeah, you don’t remember that?” he said shrugging. “Can I get in? It’s 
really cold.”
“Don’t you think she’ll come looking for you?” I said. 
“She locked herself in the bathroom, apparently…” he said. Great, I 
thought, now she’s making a bigger scene. I had wondered if Stephanie 
and I would ever speak again, but it was Luke who I should have been 
more concerned about.




and slid in much more gracefully than I had. I guess that was the benefit 
of pants. He paused for a moment, looking at the dashboard and then 
his hands. 
“It’s warm in here,” he said, looking up at the fogged-over windshield. 
Thank you, Captain Obvious, I thought as I turned my head in his 
direction. He met my eyes. 
“I’m sorry, Lizzy,” he said. You should be.
“Thanks,” I said flatly. A lot of good that does me now. He had suddenly 
turned in his seat to face me as best he could.
“If I had known she was going to be there…” he started, but soon he 
turned to look back out the windshield, not finishing his thought.
“You invited me to stay with you for the weekend without telling your 
girlfriend?” I asked.
“No. Well, yes, but…” he stopped again, looking down at his hands like 
they might know what to say. 
“And that seemed like a good idea because…?” I said into the silence. 
He shrugged. I rolled my eyes and looked out the windshield with him. 
There were two little spots that had begun to un-fog. We weren’t going 
to get anywhere if I tried to make him talk. He ran his hand through his 
well-coiffed hair, messing up all the work I had watched him put into it 
earlier that day. I almost chuckled. He must have been really upset to 
mess up his hair. 
I had stood in the bathroom door a few hours before and watched while 
he gelled his hair back into perfection. I was smiling at the amount of 
concentration he was putting into it. He had met my eyes in the mirror 
and smiled back, turning around to face me. We were standing close 
enough that I could feel his body heat through his dress shirt. I had 
glanced up at him, remembering his words to me before I moved to my 
new job out west: I think I love you, Lizzy. It replayed over in my head. In 
that moment, I had wondered why I hadn’t taken the chance. All I had to 
do was say it, but something stopped me.
“Why didn’t you tell her?” I said snapping back from my daydream. Out 
of the corner of my eye, I saw him turn to look at me and then down at 
his hands again. He obviously didn’t know what to do with them.
“We both know that she’s never been totally okay with the fact that we 
were so…close,” he said, choosing his words carefully. Deep down inside 
I was glad. I wanted it to bother her. I wanted her to be jealous. 
“Why did you think you had to keep us separated?” I said. I had 
wondered why she would mind me being there that much.
“I don’t know. It just seemed weird to have both of you at my place at 
the same time. She was supposed to be out of town until Sunday.”
“What?” I said, feeling my stomach drop. She was supposed to be out 
of town, I said to myself again. He invited me to visit while she was 
supposed to be out of town so she wouldn’t know I had been there. I 
touched my fingers to my face and closed my eyes.
“Do you have feelings for me still?” I asked abruptly, turning to him. He 
looked at me with surprise and then straight out of the half-fogged-over 
windshield. 
“I… I was hoping to find out,” he said slowly. 
“You invited me all the way back here to find out if you had feelings for 
me still?” I almost yelled.
“I don’t know, Elizabeth!” he said loudly back at me, lifting his hands up 
in surrender. “I think about you all the time. I miss having you around. 
After you shot me down… I wished you had stayed. I wanted to be with 
you, but you never came back. I felt like I didn’t have anything to do 
but move on and that’s when Stephanie sort of caught my attention,” 
he pointed in the direction of the apartment building and lightly shook 
his head. “She kept telling me that I talked about you too much, that it 
sounded like I was still into you and it bothered her. So, when I found 
out that she was going on vacation with her friends I thought, what the 
hell, I’ll invite you back and see what happens.”
“And what happened?” I said, still staring at him intently.
“I don’t know. I don’t know what to do.”
“You thought your friends wouldn’t tell Stephanie you were having a 
secret party?”
“I know,” he said putting his hands to his face. “I didn’t think about that. 
I just wanted to see you.”
His logic irritated me. He still believed he could have everything he 
wanted then. I knew better. I put my hands on the wheel and squeezed 
it while I clenched my jaw and held my eyes shut. He wasn’t making 
any sense, or maybe I wasn’t. My head was swirling with old feelings. 
Suddenly, something touched my arm and my eyes flew open. I looked 
down to see his fingers on my forearm. They were as cold as ice. He had 
always found a way to make it so I was never mad at him for long. A 
smile, a light touch, brushing my hair behind my ear. But not tonight. I 
stared at his fingers. After a few moments he got the idea and moved his 
hand back to his lap.
“You’re mad,” he said. I felt like I might explode. Of course I’m mad, I 
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thought, your girlfriend just yelled at me in front of a bunch of strangers 
because she found out that I had been staying with you while she was 
gone. Now she thinks you cheated on her with me and is crying in the 
bathroom. She probably watched you get in my car, you idiot. 
Then it clicked. I wasn’t mad. I was embarrassed. Not only had I just 
gotten yelled at in front of a large group of people, but I had willingly 
played along. I wanted him to want me so badly that I was willing to 
ignore his childishness. He was the one who told me his feelings, not 
me. The one who thought he could sweep me off my feet while his 
girlfriend was away. He thought he could cheat the system. I stared  
at him.
“What?” he said. I knew what I had to do. Even though I had feelings for 
him that I couldn’t explain, I knew that we wouldn’t work as soon as I 
had moved away. He still had the mentality of a child, but I had grown 
up. A relationship with him would drive me crazy, no matter how much 
I wanted him.
“I’m going to make this easy for you. You two deserve each other. Any 
feelings I had for you left a long time ago,” I lied. “Now get out of my 
car.” There was a moment of silence as we looked at each other. The 
look in his eyes would stay with me for a long time. I didn’t want to hurt 
him, but it was the easiest way to make a clean break. He couldn’t keep 
waiting for me to come back, wondering how I felt.
“What?” he said again, his voice cracking a little.
“We’re done here. Get out.” He looked confused, but after a moment he 
opened the door and got out.
“So this is it? Just like that?” he said, leaning down into the doorway. I 
put on my seatbelt and adjusted my rearview mirror. 
“Yes,” I said, not meeting his gaze. I put the car into reverse. His 
shoulders dropped as he took a step back. I hadn’t ever seen him look so 
defeated before.
Good, I thought trying to make myself feel better. Better you than me. 
My heart was pounding in my ears. I knew what I had just done. Not 
only had I ruined my chances of ever being with Luke, but I had ruined 
our friendship too. I felt tears start to build but I pushed them away. 
I was doing what was right. He closed the door a little harder than 
necessary and stepped back into the empty space next to me. I let off 
the brake and slowly moved backward until I was able to drive out of 
the parking spot. I hit the gas and drove down the parking lot to the 
exit. When I looked back, he had already gone inside. By the time I had 
turned on to the main road, the last bit of fog disappeared from  
my windshield.
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